Having spent the summers of 1948-1950 on reserve duty at the Army Institute of Pathology and liked what he saw there, he dccided to return full time. He reentered active military service, and served as assistant chief of what is now the Veterinary Pathology Division of the Armed Forces Institute of Pathology (AFIP) from 1951-1953 and again from 1955-1959 . Between these two periods of service, he pursued graduate studies in pathology at the University of Michigan Medical School under the distinguished Chairman of Pathology, Dr. Carl Weller.
Charlie had an abiding interest in neoplasms and in diseases of the eye and of the skin. He combined these interests in the research for his Ph.D. dissertation. The resulting monograph "Comparative Pathology of Neoplasms of the Eyelids and Conjunctiva" was a valuable and lasting contribution to comparative pathology. Dr. Weller, who gave generously of his time to side-by-side microscopic work with Charlie, left a deep and lasting imprint on him. He was stimulated by Weller's intellect, and attracted by his integrity and uncompromising demands for truth in the practice of pathology and by his respect for the written language. Weller served as his model of a pathologist and also of what the editor of a pathology journal should be, and Charlie spoke of him often with respect and affection.
Charlie also held Col. James E. Ash in high regard, as the following birthday greeting attests. He sought only the best people to emulate; Ash, Weller, Carl Jones, Harold Stewart and General Kester were his favorites. FLOW LABORATORIES 8 September. 1974 Colonel James E . Ash, MC. U.S.A.(Ret.) 91 19 Burdette Road Bethcsda, Maryland
Dear Col. Ash:
It is difficult to realize that it was ovcr 26 years ago that as a flcdgling veterinary pathologist, I first met the Army's preeminent pathologist. James E. Ash. My first assignment, of three months. to the Army Institute of Pathology in the summer of 1948 remains a highlight in my life. The opportunity to be assc-riated with you and other pathologists amongst its staff and consultants will never be forgotten.
The Armed Forces Institute of Pathology as I knew it from 1949 through 1953. and with which I continue to maintain association. remains my ideal as a place for a pathologist t o work and grow. In no small measure you are responsible for its development as the world's outstanding center for pathology. I am proud to have known you as a working scientist. pathologist and man.
On this. your ninetieth birthday. I extend my personal thanks for your many contributions to humanity and pathology. and my best wishes for today and the future.
Sincerely.
The Veterinary Division of the AFIP, directed in the 1950's by Lt. Col. T. C. Jones, was engaged in diagnostic and research work. in residency training and in operating the American Registry of Veterinary Pathology. During the mid 1950's, Dr. Jones was also engaged in writing (with Dr. Hilton Smith) his classical textbook Veterinary Pathology. Himself a gifted teacher, he was able to recognize another one in Charlie and assigned him an important role in training the resident pathologists. This turned out to be a stroke of fortune for the several people thus destined to come under his tutelage (Adcock, Cook, Craig, Garner, Lebisch, McCully, Prine, Rehkemper, Sassmore. Skold, Thompson and Tucker) .
At the AFIP, invited lecturers, usually distinguished pathologists, both foreign and domestic, held forth weekly in the Dart Auditorium. Charlie would sit in the front row, which provided room for his long legs, sometimes in an attitude resembling somnolence. I don't know whether his eyelids were asleep-despite the lids' deceptive appearance, his ears and brain were wide awake. He was adept at detecting discrepancies in data or flaws in reasoning, but his response was harsh only when he detected humbug. Although the most hospitable of hosts, Charlie did not subscribe to the notion that the privileges enjoyed by guests in his home should be extended to guest speakers in a scientific forum. Least of all did he think an invited speaker should have immunity from attack, and he would pin down evasive or errant speakers as surely as a lepidopterist his insects. Sometimes the discomfiture of mauled speakers was exceeded only by that of the several directors of the AFIP under whom Charlie served, but he viewed a lecture room as an intellectual arena, within which one ought to engage in combat. Of course, he expected others, if they disagreed with him, to joust with him when he was the speaker. If they did, they encountered an adversary worthy of their mettle, who held his convictions tenaciously and defended them eloquently and sometimes vehemently.
When Gen. Wayne Kester took over direction of the Air Force Veterinary Corps in 1950, he took cognizance of the burgeoning role of research in the Air Force medical establishment. He envisioned that veterinary officers could play a vital role on the research teams being organized all over the country, and decided to increase the proportion of specialist officers. His thinking was years ahead of most of his contemporaries, and as he began recruiting bright young veterinary officers to implement his foresight, they were put to work in research and development projects as fast as they could be trained. Charlie viewed this activity with admiration and decided to transfer from the Army to the Air Force. This turned out to be a happy move, but only as long as Kester remained in command. With his retirement in mid 1957, the corps soon gravitated into the hands of officers who cared little for science, less for pathology and not at all for Charlie Barron. Here. his intellectual brilliance and his forthrightness and outspokenness, so highly valued by Kester, who respected Charlie immensely, worked to his disadvantage. Charlie made it known that Kester's successor and his assistants lacked the ability, judgement, breadth of vision and interest in the scientific aspects of veterinary medicine of the former team. To speculate that his military personnel file must have bulged with pungent commentaries is not to engage in flights of fancy.
It became apparent to Barron that he was being passed over; he told me that promotions were sometimes going to mediocrities, but ones infinitely more skilled than he in sycophancy. He therefore decided to leave active military service. Although he had decided to give up being a career officer, Charlie wished to retain his connection with the military service and with the AFIP by transferring to the reserve. This he was not allowed to do, but was obliged to resign his commission in the Regular Air Force and apply for a new one in the Reserve. Someone saw to it that the new appointment was one rank lower than his old one had been-a contemptible, but probably predictable piece of vindictiveness. In mid 1959 he accepted a position in the Pathology and Toxicology Department of Smith Kline & French Laboratories in Philadelphia.
During the early 1960's, Barron also served as a voluntary teacher in the School of Veterinary Medicine at the University of Pennsylvania. In conjunction with Dr. Robert Brodie, professor of surgery, they developed a fascinating weekly clinicopathologic seminar on surgical pathology that held the students enthralled. He resigned from this teaching post after an acrimonious faculty meeting, in which the dean and the department heads acted in a manner of which Barron disapproved.
I had supported the same view as Charlie during the meeting, and was also chagrined at its outcome, but not sufficiently to feel that I could not continue to work with my faculty colleagues. Charlie did not question my judgement in not resigning from the faculty, but made it clear that since our votes had been overridden in what he deemed an improper manner, that he would vote once more-with his feet. The students lost an outstanding course-no one could duplicate the Barron-Brodie team -and Charlie an opportunity to do what he dearly loved-to teach-but he acted in the only way he could, according to the dictates of his conscience. Charlie subsequently accepted a voluntary teaching appointment at the Woman's Medical College, where Nathan Dubin was chairman of the Pathology Department. They had enjoyed a friendship based on mutual professional and personal esteem since the early 1950's, when both were stationed at the old Army Institute of Pathology. * Dr. Dubin relates that he had a special reason for wanting Charlie on his teaching staff. Because of his own interests in comparative pathology, Dubin sought someone to convey a broader spectrum of disease patterns to his students than is possible solely from human material. He deemed Charlie to be an ideal teacher from this standpoint, and neither he nor the students were disappointed.
Charlie rode a rising tide of interest in comparative pathology in medical circles, much of which he himself (following in the footsteps of his mentor, T . C. Jones) was instrumental in creating. He was greatly in demand as a speaker at state and local pathology societies and at the International Academy of Pathology for this reason. As a result of his considerable contact with medical pathologists during his years of active and reserve service at the AFIP, Charlie became highly respected in medical circles. He was elected to the Council of the International Academy of Pathologists, serving from 1968 to 1970.
He was also active as a lecturer for the Davis Foundation and in the Society for Pharmacological and Environmental Pathologists. The latter conferred the distinction of Honorary Member on him.
Charlie's high ethical standards were on a plane that many people could not or would not meet, so that their behavior disappointed him. Charlie also had an innate sense of when his dignity as an individual or the rights guaranteed to him as a citizen by the Constitution were being infringed. In such circumstances he would stand up for his rights and force assailants to desist. Here is but one example of many. When the AFIP moved from its old red brick building on Independence Avenue in Washington to new quarters at the Walter Reed Army Medical Center, Charlie was assessed dues for the Walter Reed Officers Club. He quickly stripped away the fiction that this payment was voluntary by saying, very politely, that he was not interested in the activities of this Club, and hence chose not to become a member.
A series of increasingly higher ranking officers attempted to threaten him, but * The "old red brick." as Charlie and other former denizens fondly referred to it. The destruction of this historic building was deplored by Charlie; see the footnote (p. 202) in our paper on the AFIP (Puthol Vet 7:193-224. 1970). backed down when invited by Charlie to cite the (non-existent) Air Force regulation that obliged officers to join the Officers Club on their station and pay dues to it. A general finally tried to order him to pay the dues, but he too was no match for Charlie, who agreed to obey the order if it were conveyed to him in writing, Charlie added that since he considered the order illegal, he would send a copy to his U.S. Senator, and request his help to end this harassment. The general opted for discretion rather than valor and let the matter drop. Although he derived no pleasure from the fact, Charlie had forced the establishment to its knees.
Needless to say, such courage and willingness to buck the establishment did not endear him to many of those in command. However. trying to point out to Charlie (as his friends sometimes did) that he might win the battle but lose the war was futile. In such matters he could clearly discern that he was fighting for a principle against unprincipled adversaries; and to tell him that the fight was contrary to his own interests seemed to him to advocate expediencysomething he despised. The souls of several military officers who were reckless enough to attack him, especially by questionable means, were scarred by these encounters. The scars testify that Charlie was a man to be reckoned with. Few tried it more than once.
Charlie came by his courage naturally, but it was reinforced by the company he kept. Among the senior pathologists he looked up to was Harold Stewart, longtime chief of pathology at the National Cancer Institute. Stewart is described in Shimkin's history of the NCI (J Nat Cancer Inst, Aug. 1977) as "a battler for his rights as he saw them ." Small wonder that Charlie admired this kindred spirit and that Stewart reciprocated this feeling. Joining Charlie on a visit to Stewart's laboratory one day in 1961, I saw this respect and affection radiating in both directions. Encouraged by Stewart, Charlie published his findings on a drug that experimentally evoked transitional cell tumors in rats (Exp Mol Pathol 2(Suppl. 2): 1963) . The owners of the drug repudiated his diagnosis. Charlie's resolve in publishing came less from knowing that Stewart agreed with his diagnosis (which he did), but rather that he, too, would publish if he were in Charlie's shoes.
As defence against the time wasting of committees, he would arrive at the meetings of those he could not avoid, armed with manuscripts to read or pedigrees to complete. Those who sought to pounce on his seeming inattentiveness seldom did so twice, since Charlie needed little goading to repeat verbatim what had just been said, pointing out also its inconsistencies or other lapses from reason. As a result, he was left to his own devices, and used his time as he saw fit.
After a decade of distinguished service at Smith Kline & French Laboratories, Charlie succeeded in obtaining something rare in industrial sciencea "sabbatical" leave. In 1969 he journeyed to South Africa, and after a few months came back to Philadelphia with his intellectual "batteries" recharged. While at the AFIP he had developed an interest in wildlife and exotic species from the autopsy service provided to the National Zoological Park. Now he was able to indulge his intense interest in comparative pathology, by the study of material from indigenous diseases, which he found in abundance at the Onderstepoort Laboratory near Pretoria. On the weekends he travelled to horse breeding establishments or race tracks, and, with his charming wife Wanda, was soon befriended by most of the leading horsemen in the Republic. In an era in which our news media consistently slanted their reports to disparage Afrikaaner culture, Charlie, ever the individualist, proclaimed its virtues, and derided South Africa's enemies.
In the late 1960's, the directors of the Fish and Game Departments of the Northeastern United States decided to set up a jointly supported research laboratory. Charlie served on the committee which visited several universities, and selected the University of Connecticut as the site of the Northeast Research Center for Wildlife Diseases.
Charlie served the ACVP in several important capacities. The most vital of these, next to his editorship of its journal, was as a member and as chairman of the Examination Committee. As related to me by Dr. Kenneth McEntee, who served on this committee with Charlie, he quickly grasped that its standards in the formative 1950's were not what they ought to be, and labored tirelessly and with success to raise them. During Barron's service on this important committee, especially as Chairman, the word got around that the ACVP meant business, and that whoever neglectcd to prepare himself adequately for the examination did so at his peril.
Charlie was a good "barrack room lawyer", a skill he had acquired during his military service. As a result, he served the College well in revising its constitution, and in drawing up a publishing agreement for its journal. On occasion, he helped those who wanted to serve the College but were deterred by the constitution being set in their way as an obstacle; Charlie found the inevitable loopholes in it. He had an immense respect for the rule of law. but paradoxically a distaste for most lawyers-he felt that one had to be on guard against their sophistries. He himself had a cast of mind, however, that enabled him to navigate better than most men through the palsied prose affected by lawyers and bureaucrats.
He served the ACVP as councillor, vice-president and president, always seeking to translate his idealism and his aspirations for the specialty into action. Throughout these many years I realized that in Barron, the ACVP had a member whose loyalty, desire for service and effectiveness would not often be matched. Our College will long be the better for his distinguished and devoted membership.
He was tireless in helping me obtain adequate material for the ACVP seminars o n bone disease in 1958 and eye disease in 1968. The moderator in 1958. Dr. Walter Putschar, took on the arduous job solely as a favor to Charlie. In these seminars, Charlie introduced me to his simple creed. Get the best teaching materials you can lay your hands on, and the best teacher in the country for your theme. Anything less than the best was not good enough.
In the ACVP. as in most scientific societies, an orderly succession of the officers was assured by a nominating committee of ex-officers. This group would present a slate of candidates to the membership at the annual meeting, which was usually voted into office without opposition by a show of hands. On two occasions in the 1960's Charlie discerned a drone in the committee's slate; someone he believed would not make the sacrifice of time and effort necessary to serve the College well.
Both times he nominated candidates in whom he had confidence from the floor in opposition to those of the committee, eloquently lauded their virtues, and succeeded in having them elected by a hastily improvised secret ballot.
Charlie provided invaluable moral support in my efforts to found Veterinary Pathology in 1964; in fact it would have been impossible to do it without him. Together, we tramped from publisher to publisher, always being told that the idea was not practical; always Charlie kept us from becoming discouraged. Three years later, when I was obliged to relinquish the editorship, he took it over and edited volumes 4 to 6 with distinction, until the journal was out of its formative stage.
Charlie had a great love for the subtleties and beauties of the English language and a mastery of its written expression. Less conciliatory in imposing his standards of style than either his predecessor or his successor, as an editor Charlie brought to a number of authors a respect for the English language previously unknown to them.
Like other arbiters of lucid expression, Charlie avoided the passive voice in writing, disliking the circumlocutions which it often led to. Charlie prized directness. Perhaps he clung a bit longer to the subjunctive mood than most good writers, cognizant that it had fallen into disuse, but reluctant to give up the fine shades of meaning which it permitted. I was often amused at the arguments which resulted when he wrote a report with joint authors who thought the subjunctive mood was archaic. Even funnier were the disputes when Charlie submitted a paper of his own to an editor who had never heard of the subjunctive. Phrases such as "if it be true that . . ." looked like sitting ducks to be sniped at, but I know of no editor who succeeded in excising them from Charlie's prose.
Once, when Charlie was pencilling such phrases into a paper he had received for publication, I tried to lecture him on the thin line dividing editorial liberty from license. Recalling that Virchow had said "Any author has the privilege of making a fool of himself in my journal", I asked did he not think it presumptuous for lesser mortals to be more demanding than Virchow? Charlie replied, "Surely he meant only the scientific content; Virchow allowed no one to take liberties with grammar!" I have known Charlie to cite Mark Twain's aphorism to a would-be author, that "The difference between the right word and the almost right word is like the difference between lightning and a lightning bug."
Charlie read omnivorously and retained most of what he read; he thus became a man of formidable erudition. As a book critic he tended to view literature as either black or white, without any intervening shades of gray. Charlie never minced words in a review. As a result, he was probably the most feared as well as the most respected critic in veterinary medicine. Whether one shared his opinion of a book or not, one found it expressed in a vivid prose, with a wit and style that made for stimulating reading. I believe that he influenced veterinary literature for the better, both by praising the books of worthy authors, and by encouraging unworthy ones to seek other pursuits more in keeping with their talents. Some may consider a few of Charlie's reviews to have been intemperate, but compared to his letters to publishers returning books which he considered unworthy of review, they were not.
Between 3 950 and 1970, Charlie built up an immense and valuable collection of reprint articles in various fields of pathology. Completely indexed by authors, headings and multiple subheadings, the more than 12,000 articles served him well during his life, and will continue to serve others at the Davis Foundation, to which his widow has donated them.
When I first met Charlie in 1952, he kept a pack of American foxhounds, which he bred and hunted. His hounds won innumerable trophies. His skill as a breeder was such that he was greatly in demand as a judge at foxhound shows. He moved this pack to Pennsylvania in 1959 when he left the military service, and installed it on a 35 acre farm in Chester Springs, a beautiful rural area west of Philadelphia.
Unfortunately, the suburbs soon began to encroach on this bucolic landscape, and the resulting motor traffic injured or killed so many of his hounds that he was obliged to give up foxhunting and hound breeding. He kept one hound, an animal of surpassing gentleness with infants and children, but possessed of a fearsome growl and pronounced protective instincts. This beast he would chain near his front porch on Halloween night, being thus spared the vandalism often endured by others.
He withdrew also from judging at hound shows and field trials and turned his attention to horses as a hobby. Starting with inexpensive blood stock, Charlie worked very hard on his farms successively in Pennsylvania, New Mexico and Maryland until he had successfully bred winning Thoroughbred horses. When he won, he accepted the winner's purse, but he never wagered on a horse-neither his own nor anyone else's. He was not averse, however, to expressing his opinion of horseflesh at the track; something to which one might listen attentively with profit or ignore at one's peril. He earned my gratitude on one memorable occasion, when his advice warded off some ruinous wagers, for I had foolishly set my heart on several animals which he dismissed contemptuously as "dog food ."
Besides having an eye for a well turned phrase, Charlie had a shrewd eye for pathologic changes, for hounds and for horses. About 1966 we were riding near his farm one day and saw a horseman on the horizon. When he was just a speck in the distance, Charlie said, "That fellow sits his horse like a cavalryman". Lacking Charlie's hyperopia, I had to wait until the rider reached us and asked permission to ride on Charlie's land. An elderly gentleman, well turned out and very erect in the saddle, he radiated the friendly courtesy of a long past age. Falling into conversation, he inquired about our professions, and upon learning that we were associated with Smith Kline & French Laboratories, he said, "Please give my regards to Francis Boyer" (our then chairman), "we rode together in the Pennsylvania Cavalry on the Mexican border" (in 191 6!). He then cantered off as if the intervening half century had not elapsed. Charlie laughed at this display of octogenerian agility; it was his way of saying "I told you so," and added. "you can always tell a man by how he sits his horse." However, fond as he was of the outdoors, Charlic found life at the eyepiece of his microscope as exciting as on horseback; hc loved the microscope. and it was a pleasure to observe his enjoyment when confronted with a difficult diagnostic challenge.
Never at a loss for words, when Charlie got up to speak, usually in a discussion o f a paper. he knew exactly what he wanted to say, and took pleasure in expressing it precisely. However, his manner of speaking, a Texas drawl, belied his quickness of mind and caught those who did not know him off guard. Abjuring the circumlocution which often afflicted other speakers, he would quickly make his point, incisively. and often wittily. He had a favorite phrase. which he would bring forth when others injudiciously made unsupported contentions such as "here is the proof that this is so". "Proof is a state of mind", Charlie would admonish the speaker. "Now if you have any evidence t o support your claim, let's hear it!" It cannot be said better than Carl Jones did in eulogizing Charlie at the ACVP meeting in Toronto: "Charlie kept us honest ."
It must not be thought that Charlie was belligerent-on the contrary, he had a very pleasant demeanour. He merely deplored the convention of excessive politeness in American scientific discourse, in which a silent majority accepted everything from sense to nonscnsc with equal passivity, and he would have no part of it.
An imaginative person, with an incisive mind and manner of speaking, Charlie's unique slants on many subjects were always stimulating and sometimes startling. It was these, not only his freshness of presentation, that added so much to one's interest in hearing him. He was like a breath of fresh air, dispelling the mustiness at many meetings that except for his presence would have been surpassingly dull.
In his last assignment Charlie rendered yeoman service as head of pathology for the Tracor Jitco Company, prime contractor to the National Cancer Institute for their carcinogenesis bioassay program. In this capacity he engaged in a far flung educational program to maintain and enhance the scientific quality of bioassay experiments in laboratorics all over the country. He worked tirelessly and with success at this, and his efforts were highly regarded at the National Cancer Institute. If anything, he increased the tempo of his work, including his teaching of veterinary pathology at Davis Foundation courses, as he neared the end of his life -an indomitable feat.
Fully aware o f the nature of his illness, and often exhausted by the effects of the chemotherapy, he carried on steadfastly nevertheless. I shall not soon forget Dec. 10, 1975, the day Charlic participated in a meeting of the advisory group o n cyclamate at the Cancer Institute. He arrived an hour late because he had stopped o n the way at the NIH Hospital for Chemotherapy. Undaunted, he jumped right into the fray between statisticians and pathologists, speaking in his usual inimitable style as if nothing untoward were afoot. To those few in the room who knew that he was suffering, and that a life of dedicated service to his fellow man was drawing nobly to a close, it was a profoundly moving experience.
Among his lasting contributions to veterinary pathology are the many beautifully worked-up cases in the Registry of Veterinary Pathology at the AFIP-models of clear thinking and good writing. These are a permanent contribution to science, available for students now and in the future. Next are his publications on neoplasia and parasitism, such as the ones in Cancer Research, 1958 and 1959 , and in Pathofogia Veterinaria, 1966 and 1970 , plus those mentioned elsewhere in this memoir. Last, but not least, his efforts in inspiring, leading, exhorting, cajoling and nudging his colleagues throughout the specialty into making it constantly better.
Charlie's colorful personality was such that it left few men unmoved -everyone was polarized either to become an admirer and friend o r else a detractor, rarely an enemy. Among people who knew him, it would have been hard to find someone indifferent to him. I have pondered on Charlie's somewhat eccentric ways. The explanation I like best is that put forward by John Stuart Mill. H e wrote in his book On Liberty in 1859: "Eccentricity has always abounded when and where strength of character has abounded; and the amount of eccentricity in a society has generally been proportional to the amount of genius. mental vigor and moral courage which it contained."
Integrity, honor, devotion to the profession, perpetual self-educationif one had to devise a motto for a Barron escutcheon, these words would be emblazoned on it. Charlie made one proud to be a member of the same profession.
In a way that eludes expression in words, Charlie Barron had an additional dimension to himhe seemed larger than life. Many of his friends and acquaintances, if asked to name the most unforgettablc character they had ever met, would unhesitatingly say Charlie Barron. His loss is irreparable, not only to his family and friends but also to American veterinary pathology. But he lives o n , in our minds and in our hearts; and those of us whose lives he has touched know by his example that each of us may aspire to greatness.
L. Saunders
